ELLEN   TERRT
Georgian house with a romantic walled garden where an adorable girl of eighteen or nineteen took me for her child lover, and sang me songs in a quiet corner of an old deserted drawing-room, and made me blush at table when she looked at me ; and in the gloaming when all was still I heard the " frou frou " of her dress, and her entry in the half dark to bend over my cot and " kiss me goodnight."
Again I am at Bournemouth when it consisted of one row of houses, a High Church, and a deserted beach, carving the name of " Alice " on the trees in Westover Gardens ;